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The mod Lamentable TragecUc 

Is tome from forth that prettie hollow cage, 

V V.iere like a tweet e mellodious bird it fung, 

Sweete varied notes inchauntmg cuerie care. 

Lucius. Oh fay thou for her, who hath done this deed; 
M arcus. Oh thus l found her flray ingin die Parke, 
Seeking to hide her felfe^as doth the Deare 
That hath rcceaude fome vnrecuring wound. 

Titus » It was my Deare,andhe that wounded her. 

Hath hurt me more than had he kild me dead: 

For now I ftandasone vpona rocke, 

Inuirond with a wildernes of lea. 

Who markes the waxing tide, grow waue by waue. 
Expecting euer when fome enuious forge. 

Will in hisbrinifh bowels twallow him. 

This way to death my wretched fonnes are gone, 

Here {lands my other fonne a banifot man. 

And here my brother wee ping at my woes: 

But that which giuesmy foule thegreateftlpurnc 
Is dcarc Lauinia, dearer than my foule. 

Had I but fccne thy picture, in this plight. 

It would haue madded me : what lhall I doo. 

Now I behold thy liuclie bodie fo? 

Thou hall no hands to wipe away thy tearcs. 

Nor tongue to tell me who hathmartred thee: 

Thy husband he is dead, and for his death 

Thy brothers are condemnde.and dead by this. 

Lookc Marcus, Ah fonne Lucius lookeon her. 

When I did name her brothers,! hen frclh tearcs 
Stood on her checks, as doth the home dew, , . j 

Vpoi a gathred Lillie almoll withered. ^ vkildher 

CMarcus. Perchance fhee weepes bccaiifc * ) 
Perchance foecaufe fhee knowes them inn°cen • 

Titus . If they did kill thy husband thenbcioytul, 

Becaufcthe Law hath tane reuengc on them. 
No,no,thcy would not doo lofowle a deed.e, 
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of Titus Andronicus. 

VVitnesthe forrow that their filler makes. 

Gentle Lauinia, let me kific thy lips. 

Or make fome figne how I may doc thee cafe: 
jjhall thy good Vncle.and thy brother Lucius, 

And thou, and Lfit round about fome Fountaine, 

Looking all downewardstobeholdour cheekes^ 

How they arc ftaindlikemeadowes yet not drie, 

With mierieflimeleft on them by a flood; * 

*nd in the fountaine fhall wee gaze fo long, 

T ill the frefli tail be taken from that clearcne e. 

And mad e a brine pi t with our bitter tearcs? 

Or fhall we cut away our hands like thine? 

Or lhall we bite our tongues? and in dumbe Ihowes 
PafTe the remainder of our hatefull daics? 

What fhall we doe? Let vs that hauc our tongues. 

Plot fome dcuife of further miferie, 

T o make vs wonderd at in time to come . 

Lucius. Sweete father ceafeyourteares,for at your grief' 
Sechow my wretched filler fobs and weepes, 

Marcus .Patience deare niece, good Titus dry thine ties. 
T itus . Ah Marcus, Marcus, Brother well I wotc. 

Thy napkin cannot drinke a teare of mine. 

For thoupooreman, haft drownd it with thine owne, 
Lucius, Ah my Lauinia, 1 will wipe thy chcckes. 

Titus. Marke Marcus, marke,I vnderftand herfignesj 
Hadlhcc a tongue to Ip cake, now would fliee fay 
That to her Brother, which I faidto thee. 

His napking with her true teares all bewet, 

Can doe no feruiceon her forrowfull chcckcSj 
Oh what a fimpathieof woe is this, 1 
Asfarrefrom helpc, as Lymbo is from bliflc. 

Enter Aron tbt Moore alone t 
M core. Titus tsfndronicus, My Lord the Emperour, 
Sends thee this vvord,thatif thou louc thy fonnes, 
let M arcus t lueius , or thy fclfc oldc Titus, 
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